The Imagists and their Bequest
page. Cantos XXXI to XLI, with the exception of Canto
XXXVI, are amazing not as poetry but as a too-perfect repro-
duction of
The slough of unamiable liars
bog of stupidities,
mentioned in the passage on the modern Inferno. It is the real-
ism of the photograph-studio rather than of the artist.
His treatment of his main themes is the work of a master.
One reads and re-reads those Cantos in which he moves with
Odysseus, goes down to the ship, sails, through the mist,
through the dark, makes sacrifice, holds speech with the dead:
those, even more, in which he re-lives the legend of Bacchus;
God-sleight then, god-sleight:
Ship stuck fast in sea-swirl,
Ivy upon the oars, King Pentheus,
grapes with no seed but sea-foam,
Ivy in scupper-hole.
Aye, I, Accetes, stood there,
and the god stood by me,
Water cutting under the keel,
Sea-break from stern forrards,
wake running off from the bow,
And where was gunwale, there now was vine-trunk,
And tenthril where cordage had been,
grape-leaves on the rowlocks,
Heavy vine on the oarshafts,
And, out of nothing, a breathing,
hot breath on my ankles,
Beasts like shadows in glass,
a furred tail upon nothingness.
Lynx-purr, and heathery smell of beasts,
where tar smell had been,
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